1 - Hazard Pay

SR-388, a planet with no official designation. Its atmosphere, while not corrosive, was generally considered to be detrimental to the health of humanoids and other oxygen-breathers for any extended length of time though whether that was due to the presence of toxic gasses frequently venting from rifts in the surface or the presence of Metroids was currently the topic of debate.

Samus paused, deep within the bowels of the Metroid nest. Her suit's heat exchangers were working overtime, drawing a healthy amount of energy from the quantum energy core that existed partially in another dimension of reality. Not having to lug around an enormous fusion pack was, to her, a blessing, even considering the power suit's rather robust strength enhancers.

The metroid nest itself was as intriguing and dangerous as the metroid phases that inhabited it. Despite the presence of the energy-draining parasites, life in all forms not only managed to survive in the nest, but thrive. The risk of constant predation by the floating creatures had prompted most of the surrounding wildlife to develop deadly countermeasures to the threat. Countermeasures which could easily be turned on Samus.

She was tasked, naturally, with another mission of extermination. Though the metroids hadn't done anything inherently wrong, they were all the same considered a greater danger than the Space Pirates, especially so should they be harvested and used as weapons. This deep in the nest, though, her detector only registered a single, massive signal, and a few smaller ones.

Most likely the small signals were recently-hatched Metroids; while she'd left the broken, blasted and vaporized remains of the odd--she might almost say engineered--creatures in her wake, it was only when she'd entered the innermost catacombs that she'd encountered eggs again. True eggs, quite unlike the strange pods disgorging half-formed mutants she'd encountered on Aether and other planets related to the Phazon scourge.

And she'd killed them, freezing them with a cryonic blast from her Ice Beam, then shattering them with a well-placed missile. It was somewhat of a bother, though, that the weapons she'd found cached in the hive were so ancient that her suit could only support one of them at a time; not being able to switch between weapons or better yet stack them meant she had to make do with what she had.

Luckily enough she had a plentiful supply of missiles, real ones, not the concussive energy substitutes she'd been stuck with since she set foot on Tallon IV. Having to use energy weapons instead of loading actual warheads constructed by the nanoweave field in her arm cannon was pathetic and not at all suited to her particular style of overkill. At least she'd located some interesting items to compensate for the lack of beam versatility.

Her rest break over Samus reengaged her visor systems, that familiar HUD overlaying itself on her vision. Energy tanks, power systems, reserve systems, everything checked out. Time to assault the queen's chamber. She knew there would have to be a queen. This wasn't going to be some irradiated mutant spawning copies of itself endlessly until its ultimate destruction, but a true matriarch and the supposed final evolution of the metroid species.

The eggs she encountered along the way tried to surprise her but it only worked once; Samus lamented only that her weapons couldn't penetrate the thick membranes that protected the metroids inside from everything but their own energy-draining capabilities. Her scans said that the eggs were actually a separate creature, almost, impervious to physical harm or permeation by submicroscopic material. The ultimate defense.

An hour after she'd entered the nest itself the detector supplied to her by the Galactic Federation read a single signal. The largest yet, larger even than those damned Omegas. It was made more irritating by the fact that the metroids for all their primitive and animalistic behavior seemed to recognize her power suit for what it was and attack her all the more aggressively for it. The thought of metroids showing any signs of intelligence sent shivers down her spine.

The chamber just ahead of her was broad and spacious, and then curved sharply downward at the far wall from where she stood, leading into another chamber below it. This was familiar nesting behavior to her, at least. Similar to the mutated Gamma that had been dubbed the Metroid Prime, though the behavior was much more natural, not as erratic. She could probably expect only a single chamber below her.

That massive life-sign was below her as well. No help for it, Samus decided. She cycled over to her missiles, set them for rapid-fire, faced away from the wall and jumped down the hole. What faced her was incredible.

She'd read stories of dragons as a child, in those brief periods when she wasn't being altered to allow her to use the Chozo weaponry she wore, or training under the watchful eyes of Old Bird and the Mother Brain (before it had gone rampant, anyway). In a way it was beautiful, as much as the progenitor of an entire species of perfect killers could be, and like everything else beautiful in Samus' life it was about to be destroyed.

The queen roared at her while she took a chance to scan it with her visor, logging its existence and biology for posterity. The Fed scientists would never get an opportunity to study one up close, after all. It (Samus resisted, defied the urge to call it a she) was the perfect fusion of all the Metroid forms she'd seen so far, its armored body protecting the vulnerable egg sac behind it, fused to the cavern walls, and the membrane housing the nucleus was guarded by a long neck ending in a head with a sinister pair of jaws and a set of crushing mandibles. Clearly this creature was meant to severely injure its prey before it fed.

There were only two weaknesses to the beast that she could see: the first was that linked to the egg sac the queen could not move around very much to attack intruders. This was addressed by the small size of the chamber coupled with the reach of that long neck. The other was that the central control cluster--essentially the brain of a metroid but also doubling as the primary energy siphon--was exposed every time the queen opened its jaws to attack or roar. That this cluster also served as the primary sensory organ could also be seen as a weakness, but that hide was so thick Samus doubted that she'd be able to penetrate it with anything but an orbital strike or a nuclear bomb and both had been outlawed for centuries.

The queen roared at her again and Samus answered with a roar of her own, the hiss of rocket propellant sending a trio of missiles into the beast's mouth. It recoiled in pain and horror, a slight amount of greenish material--not quite blood, not quite protoplasm--leaked from the hideous jaws. So, recognized Samus, the cluster was armored as well. Not as heavily as the rest of the body, though. Although since metroids had no need of swallowing the mouth she saw was purely offensive.

The battle raged in the chamber, the two creations of the Chozo trading blows relentlessly. Samus dodging and firing as best she was able, the queen attempting to strike without exposing its weakness until the last possible moment. Samus was winning, however, each successive assault bring more and more damage to the queen that it was becoming increasingly more difficult to reciprocate.

Though it would mean the immediate death of the eggs inside the essential sac, the queen knew no other alternative. The sac could be regrown, new eggs laid, but not if the queen were dead. Disengaging with a horrific tearing the queen brought its massive claws to bear. a single swipe that caught Samus entirely by surprise and knocked her against the wall.

Deep gashes lined her armor and warnings blared in her head. The armor was compromised down to the final layer, almost to the suit she wore beneath, almost to skin and bone. Systems began to fail as power ruptured from broken components. Samus faced a choice. Disengage from the suit and crawl through that tiny hole she'd noticed during the fight, just barely big enough for her morph ball, or let the suit explode and die.

She chose the former.

Samus connected all reserve power to her arm cannon and then sent the suit into emergency repair mode, the shattered front hissing open. She rolled out just in time to avoid a lethal discharge of quantum energy that lashed the metroid queen with destructive molecule-disintegrating force, but despite this latest insult it continued to press the assault. A tail that Samus didn't know the queen had lashed across her back, sending her to the rocky floor; she rolled to avoid a stomping foot that would have crushed her.

Instead it merely tore the skin-tight and revealing outfit she'd been wearing underneath her armor, blue electromesh ballistic fabric tearing in several places. She didn't worry too hard about it; even though she was now exposed from chest to crotch, her sizable breasts heaving, sweat developing on her body in the stifling air of the nest, she had a job to finish.

The queen had other ideas. Its senses could perceive the electromagnetic spectrum, among other more intimate things, and as it watched through a weakened carapace it came to a conclusion. This fight would end with her destruction, yes, but it would not end in extinction. Before her stood the perfect vessel to carry the next wave of metroids.

The queen roared again, and this time Samus felt it as much as she heard it. The sound was deafening and she hadn't realized how much noise that her helmet dampened. How vulnerable she was without the suit to help her. Samus found out a moment later, though. Swift as a crocodile lunging out of the water she felt herself being lifted by those powerful jaws, slammed against the wall again, allowing massive clawed feet to pin her arms.

Not one to take such treatment sitting down she kicked uselessly at the queen's neck, not noticing what it was doing until it was too late. A phallic protrusion extended from the tip of the metroid's tail (which was segmented much like the metroid's neck), transparent green skin stretched over spongy muscle and hard bone, nearly thirty inches long, almost as thick as Samus' leg, and throbbing like a second parasite itself. The strange almost flower-like opening at the end was waved in front of Aran's face, slimy skin pressed against her lips before it was dragged down her body, leaving a trail of goo along her breasts and belly.

Her Chozo training and blood had prepared Samus to face all sorts of challenges both armed and not, but it had never prepared her for this. The phallus pressed up against her naked sex, pushing insistently and Samus to her shock felt the sexual flesh give way, parting as easily as she might peel two slices of bread from the loaf. She let out a gasp, gurgling and trying not to scream as she felt it sliding up into her.

Hot and sharp, like a rivet into her pussy, it slid deeper and deeper. Samus nearly blacked out as she saw the distorted reflection of what the queen was doing to her in the beast's core, her brain and senses affirming the sight as she felt her muscles stretch to give way to the enormous cock. The queen didn't stop until the chitinous skin of its tail met the abused and overstreched lips of Samus' womanhood, a set of mandibles locking over her thighs.

The beast released her arms but Samus couldn't bring her cannon to bear, mind flayed to the edges of consciousness by the punishment her body was receiving and to her further indignation, she was enjoying it! Having this vile creature penetrate her ruthlessly, abusing her body for all it was worth to its limits...was turning her on!

She rocked her hips helplessly in the grasp of the tail's toothless mandibles, watching through eyes that barely focused as the queen retreated to the shelf of rock and sand it had been resting on, observing the woman as she pawed at her breasts frantically. Its tail was long enough that Samus was left exposed in the center of the chamber, rutting up and down on the alien dick as far as she could.

Its enormous length pushed up past her ribcage, stretching her skin into a cruel mockery, clinging tight to the shape as if she were just a bag of skin meant for decoration. It pushed her breasts apart, the hefty orbs jiggling as she thrust weakly against the jaws holding her in place. Sweat flew every direction as she humped the massive organ, not caring that she was in direct view of her suit's cameras, every moment being recorded and transmitted to her handlers at a G-Fed dispatch.

She only cared about getting off, getting the beast to finish its vile work inside her. As violating as this was to her, as much pleasure as she gained from this atrocious act Samus couldn't deny the mission for too long, even in the throes of bliss. She felt the mega-cock quivering inside her, drawing back slightly as the petals on the 'head' opened up.

Again she screamed, pussy spasming like a gelatin around the cock as white-hot -something- invaded her womb, thick and viscous, followed by first one, then two, then six hard lumps, each of them the size of a soccer ball invading her already drastically stretched womb. Twenty or more, all of them stuffed into her, leaving her belly so distended and lumpy that she looked as if she'd be giving birth to six pairs of octuplets within minutes if not right away.

This massive fullness served to satisfy both Samus and the metroid, the mandibles disengaging to let the abused woman fall to the rock below. She smiled, eyes rolled up towards the top of her skull, as she listened to whatever sort of cum the queen had gush out of her pussy. The eggs, for that's what she knew they were now, stayed put inside her, jostling around and making her climax again as she fought for breath. Her breasts leaked milk, spontaneously summoned by the hormones flooding her body...and she lifted the cannon with a grim smile, firing the last of her missiles as the queen roared in seeming triumph.

The blast of metal and chemical explosives struck true, lodging deep into already-damaged tissues and exploding. It nearly decapitated the queen, leaving her neck a ragged mess that dripped green ichor everywhere, sealing off the hole that Samus had meant to crawl through and now probably wouldn't fit in anyway. She looked as if she'd stuffed five morph balls into herself, judging her abused belly to be at least six feet in diameter if not more.

Her legs wouldn't support her, that much she knew, so Samus simply laid there, watching the husk of the queen begin to decay. The walls behind it, as well, were deteriorating at a rapid pace...within an hour all that was left of the queen was the phallus that it had raped her with. Samus wondered if she'd ever be able to move again when she felt her belly spasm. It had been growing steadily over that hour and was now nearly twelve feet in diameter; if she survived this it would be a miracle.

The same Chozo-altered body that allowed her feats of acrobatics and agility far beyond that of normal humans now allowed her a different feat. Samus groaned and grimaced as her pelvis bifurcated noisily, though to her confusion there was no pain at all--no surprise as she'd been numb from the hips down for quite some time now. She experienced a strange sense of relief and joy, as one by one the eggs began to spill out of her, squishing somewhat but always returning to that round shape once they cleared her gaping hole, rolling to a stop in the puddle of jism and ichor mixing together near the queen's corpse.

She groaned through another series of orgasms, nearly completely exhausted as the last of the eggs spilled from her body. In response to the easing pressure her body sealed her bones together again, leaving Samus to wonder what else the Chozo had done to her. Weakly she crawled over to her power suit, climbing back inside it, relieved to find that it had at least been restored to basic functionality.

Sealing the suit she stood, pondering the pile of twenty four eggs. Her scans showed no life signs from them, the detector did not indicate any metroid energy readings. Of course. They were sterile, how silly of her to expect otherwise.

Without her Space Jump or Spider ball, Samus couldn't go out the way she'd gotten in... She stopped briefly to collect the giant phallus and stuff it inside a preservation field (having a transdimensional weapon system had its perks), and then climbed over the dead queen. She was surprised to find a single intact, viable embryo in the caverns beyond. Training her weapons on it as it quivered and broke open she nearly incinerated the infant metroid with what was left of her weaponry but instead of attacking her, it brushed up against her...affectionately?

It seemed that without a guiding intelligence the metroids were inherently docile, aggressing only when they perceived threats or needed to feed. Further ahead the caverns leading back to her ship were still covered with the same membranous material that she'd encountered on the way in, but the baby metroid made quick work of them, siphoning the remaining energy from the network and allowing Samus to pass on through. Like all beautiful things in her life, the baby metroid would soon be dead... But before then, Samus placed both the mega-cock and the metroid into isolation units, putting the cock into a code-locked compartment on her ship.


Epilogue:

Two hours after Samus departed SR-388, a team of commandos in black Trooper armor descended onto the planet. They followed Samus Aran's trail of destruction, and then encountered the site of the final battle. The eggs were coming to life, beginning to incubate the newest batch of metroids. A scientist clad in a suit of Federation power armor decked full of sensory gear and stamped with the initials B.S.L. took one look at the group of eggs and smiled. "Put these in Containment 2, prep them for immediate transfer to Sector Zero," he said. "We must remember to thank Miss Aran for donating these precious gifts to us."

Like all beautiful things in Samus' life... One would die to give her the infusion of metroid DNA to prevent Aran's own demise; the rest would die saving her from the SA-X. 
